SELECTIONS IN ENGLISH POETRY
Within whose secret growth the Dove
Is sometimes felt to be,
While every leaf that His plumes touch
Saith His Name audibly.                                               ^
'And I myself will teach to him,
I myself, lying so,
The songs I sing here; which his voice
Shall pause in, hushed and slow,
And find some knowledge at each pause,                   95
Or some new thing to know,
(Alas! We two, we two, thou say'st!
Yea, one wast thou with me
That once of old. But shall God lift
To endless unity                                                             100
The soul whose likeness with thy soul
Was but its love for thee ?)
'We two,' she said,  "Will seek the groves
Where the lady Mary is,
With her five handmaidens, whose names                  105
Are five sweet symphonies,
Cecily, Gertrude,  Magdalen,
Margaret and Rosalys.
'Circlewise sit they, with bound locks
And foreheads garlanded;                                           no
Into the fine cloth white like flame
Weaving the golden thread,
To fashion the birth-robes for them
Who are just born, being dead.
'He shall fear, haply, and be dumb :                        '115
Then will I lay my cheek
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